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light of his cave, and down a length of steps
outside to his yard on the foreshore of the
Thames, where, among his barges hauled up for
repairs, he paused by a formless shape covered
by tarpaulins.

" I've seen a few things in the way of boats, but

this ' ere's a------well, what do you make of it ? "

He pulled the tarpaulin back, and disclosed a
vessel whose hull was nearing completion. I did
not ask if it was Pascoe's work. It was such an
amusing and pathetic surprise, that, with the
barge-builder's leering face turned to me waiting
for my guess, there was no need to answer, " He
reckons," said the barge-builder, " that he can do
a bit of cruising about the mouth of the Thames
in that. 'Bout all she wants now is to have a
mast fitted, and to keep the water out, and she'll
do." He chuckled grimly. Her lines were crude,
and she had been built up, you could see, as
Pascoe came across timber that was anywhere
near being possible. Her strakes were a patch-
work of various kinds of wood, though when she
was tarred their diversity would be hidden from
all but the searching of the elements. It was
astonishing that Pascqe had done so well. It